More substance in our enmities
Than in our love; O honey-bees,
Come build in the empty house of the stare*
vn
I see Phantoms of Hatred and of tie Heart's
Fullness and of tke Coming Emptiness
I climb to the tower-top and lean upon broken stone*
A mist that is like blown snow is sweeping over all,
Valley, river, and elms, under the light of a moon
That seems unlike itself, that seems unchangeable,
A glittering sword out of the east. A puff of wind
And those white glimmering fragments of the mist
sweep by.
Frenzies bewilder, reveries perturb the mind;
Monstrous familiar images swim to the mind's eye*
'Vengeance upon the murderers/ the cry goes up,
* Vengeance for Jacques Molay/ In cloud-pale rags, or
in lace,
The rage-driven, rage-tormented, and rage-hungry troop,
Trooper belabouring trooper, biting at arm or at face,
Plunges towards nothing, arms and fingers spreading
wide
For the embrace of nothing; and I, my wits astray
Because of all that senseless tumult, all but cried
For vengeance on the murderers of Jacques Molay*
Their legs long, delicate and slender, aquamarine their
eyes,
Magical unicorns bear ladies on their backs*
The ladies close their musing eyes. No prophecies,
Remembered out of Babylonian almanacs,
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